why the tears were running down the General's
cheeks, When she asked her mother afterwards
Mrs Casey told her that he had been saying over
and over again: "My brave soldiers! My brave sol-
diers!" as he mourned for the men that had been
killed in the -streets.
The new-comers were plied with anxious ques-
tions. Wives met the husbands they had given up for
dead, while others heard for the first time that they
were widows. Mrs Bartrum was not left Ions: in
suspense, for she learnt from the first officer she
met that Dr Bartrum had accompanied the reliev-
ing force and had actually shared a litter with her
informant on the previous night. Thanking God
that he had come at last, she took her baby and ran
out into the crowd to see if she could find her hus-
band. She walked up and down the road inside the
gate* scanning the face of every man that entered,
but in vain. At length she was told that Bartrum
was in the rear -with the heavy guns and would
not reach the entrenchment till to-morrow morning.
She returned to her quarters, where she hushed the
child to sleep with a light heart.
Meanwhile as dusk was falling Lieutenant Moor-
som, 52nd Light Infantry, who was familiar with
the city, was leading in a second column by a street
which led along the side of the Farhat Bathsh and
Terhi Kothi palaces. The enemy disputed their
advance with a galling fire, to which "they replied
with small-arms and artillery, but fortunately this
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